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The space shuttle known as the Endeavour rises through the layers of the atmosphere shielding the Earth from the unknowns of outer space. Normally, it took eight minutes for the launch to propel the craft to the doorstep of the limitless darkness but due to the fuschia-hued propulsion shooting from its solid rocket boosters, the time had been reduced to just four. Two of those minutes had gone by so it was in the mesosphere layer, making the vehicle level with the long disappeared navel of Melony’s greatly elevated belly. A single strand of her majestic hair was attempting to follow the fastly climbing ship but it was futile. In truth, the giantess couldn’t spare one of her strands and all because of the trickery of the pilot it was furiously chasing. The boosters then detached, its external tank giving Blizzard enough fuel to enter the thermosphere, which made them nearly even with the glorious upper reaches of the mega gargantuan gut. The unmasked hacker never took their eye off the abnormal abdomen, its size the least of their concern at the moment. Naturally, the woman who had eaten the state of California bit by bit felt the opposite way, her countless nerve endings overwhelmed by its speedy consumption. However, to both of the persons with the same pretty face, they were worried about the most powerful nuclear bomb the United States posessed. It was in the tips of her fingers and was assumedly a split-second from exploding. More accurately:

“Two minutes. ...That’s all you and I have. I suggest you spend it sagely. I know I will.” Blizzard warned, looking at the belly almost fondly. They didn’t move their brown eyes from the many screens in front of them, the towering tum being viewed from multiple angles. The feeds came from the entire satellite system of the US and though they captured a good “bit” of the monumental mound, it couldn’t display its true expanse. The Hunger and its Major Binge ten had added hundreds of miles to her nation-sized figure and the same in feet to her curls. She had done it with decreasing dependence on the machinery of modern society and filled in the gap with the gradual activation of her individual powers. Every one of them had assisted in building a belly that blanketed most of the American Southwest, and she had all but a single ability. In the cockpit of the ascending ship, the cunning Blizzard had drunk the final six ounces of the formula that had kicked off the whole affair. As stated, her dormant abilities were activated by the solution and were further bloomed by her meteoric MBs. The last of which was the power to tap into the highly condensed energy in her alien DNA. Some of that genetic code was inside the Real Melony, despite the Imposter having allegedly “taken everything” from them. And, it was all they needed.

“...Your species is a walking black hole with teeth. You have one disgustingly simple purpose and it’s to ‘eat’. Eat and eat until it’s all in your belly. The Hunger can store that energy by condensing it down to the quantum level. Even though you’re just a ‘piece’ of that...” Blizzard clarified, pointing at the brighter red star in the sky and then pressing a button on the keyboard in front of them, “...you have the compressed result of your ancestor’s consumption. It has been eating for eons. Compared to it, you’re still just a...Pissant.”

Melony about took the bait but listening to the subconscious nudge of her “self”, she shifted to securing her survival. Her optics were still divided so she “looked” through a curl that was traveling to the San Andreas Fault underneath. Although, her eye should be looking at above instead, specifically the anti-satellite missile currently flying past her distracted, bulbous backside. TH forced her to look, yet only in time to see the Estonian satellite being unfortunately blown up by the projectile. She had always been blind, and in many senses of the word, but now Blizzard had taken away her only way of visually tracking the world’s nuclear arsenal. And, it was just the beginning.

“...Hahaha. You can blame the Chinese for that. I’ll explain that later. ...If you survive that is. I’m sure you’ll use your magic mane to cook up something. Thing is...when a nuclear bomb explodes in the atmosphere, it does the darnest thing. If you forgot Tai’s lesson, I’ll be glad to educate you again. When that little guy explodes, it’ll produce an EMP...which means all communications will be out. Don’t worry. ...Our ‘connection’ is safe. ...As for me, I’m not worried either...because...” they said, the external tank separating from the shuttle and its main engines propelling them into the last layer—the exosphere, “...I’ll be well on my way to meeting your ancestor.”

She clasped her hands around the explosive and enwrapped her gigantic-bellied frame in the icier sheen of her black locks, the white coating changing its texture to that of a crystal. Excluding her stubborn face, her tiny-looking yet still enormously thick limbs were protected. Needless to say, it would take the minute she had left to wrap a belly that was factually three times bigger than Texas. Below her sneakers, the singular strand triggered the grand pulse she had buried earlier. In turn, the tectonic plates released an 8.0 earthquake and with some hairy redirection, the seismic energy was channeled to the leveled platform she was standing on. As the essence of the planet was mixed with the essence of her life, she lifted her cupped hands and pointed them to the exiting Endeavour. The ship’s engines were applying more thrust, attempting to achieve the highest escape velocity possible, before it ignited for its trajectory to her ancestral glutton. Melony checked the crystallized coating of her mastodonic midsection and in spite of the looming detonation, she softly smiled.

The black-haired beauty was proud of how big she had become. As she had done since her first memories as an underfed tyke in Crescent City, she would eat her fair share and would die trying to eat it one crumb at a time. As the energies of nature and extraterrestrials blended and welled up right under the soles of her shoes, she reminded herself that the small town had been reduced to a crumb. Presently, it was dissolving and assimilating into numerous fat cells—in a belly that could more than just fill the Grand Canyon. Her massiveness made the great natural formation appear merely as a little crack in the brownie slab she viewed America as now. Like the Colorado River had done in millenia past, her waistline could not only carve it to her heart’s delight, the titanic flesh could also overfill and flatten it. And all without any real effort. She was confident about her self but not about Blizzards. As those had done to her, she had underestimated them and had many questions as to how they had pulled it off. For the tick-tocking moment, she asked just one:

“...If only one of the vials was the actual formula, then what was in the fake vial?”

Blizzard didn’t respond, astounded by the overwhelmingly trivial question and expressing it with their usual sinister cackle—with a hint of genuine amusement. “...I do hate you with every fragile cell of my being but, at times, you can be very...cute.” they admitted, laughing some more and then pressing a button that opened the payload doors of their craft, “It was...pink lemonade Kool-Aid.”

Melony didn’t react either, her goliath of belly completing its coating and traveling up her neck. She laughed too, her guffaw powerful enough to be heard through the nearing vacuum of space. Her geo-destabilizing-gut seemed to shudder with the hearty chuckling but the reality was the resounding release of the focused earthquake. Once again, she was flying...and right toward the escaping Blizzard, whose spacecraft also seemed to be shuddering. And in resounding reality too, an object emerged from the open bay doors, its payload revealed to be a sleek, highly advanced spaceship. Their collective laughter dissipated to the nothingness of the cosmos, the bomb launched by a lancing braid of her hair, the nuclear device detonating in the expansive space between them.
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